CHAP, viii]                T/ie Capital of Nejcd                      249

ment occasioned a vacancy; the nomination of each new candi-
date depending on themselves, and in concert with FeysuL
Twice every week they have official right to a private audience
of the king; the days assigned are Monday and Thursday, the
hour sunrise or a little earlier. No small or unimportant favour
this from a monarch whose public audiences are at the very
most once a month, and who in private is almost inaccessible
to all save his prime minister, his negro slaves, and his harem.
The Zelators are, in fact, the real council of state; and no
question of peace or war, alliance or treaty, but is suggested
or modified by them. They represent what we may with all
due respect entitle the High Conservative party, amid that
inevitable tendency of all organized society to advancement,
from which not even Wahhabees are exempt But more of this
and of them hereafter.

Meanwhile I might almost leave my readers to suppose in
what light such a body, and those who compose it, are regarded
by the mass of the population. Surrounded with all the de-
ference and all the odium consequent on their office and
character, they meet everywhere with marks of open respect
and covert distrust and hatred. Are a circle of friends met in
the freedom of conversation 1 let a Zelator enter, their voices
are hushed; and when talk is resumed, it follows a tack in
which the recording angels of Islam themselves would find
nothing to modify. Are a bevy of companions walking gaily
with too light a gait down the street ? at the meeting of a
Zelator, all compose their pace, and direct their eyes in mo-
mentary modesty on the ground. Is a stealthy lamp lighted
at unreasonable hours ? at a rap on the shutters suspected for
that of the Zelator, the " glim is doused," and all is silent in
darkness. Or, worse than all, is the forbidden pipe sending up
its sinful fumes in some remote corner 1 at the fatal tap on the
outer door, the unholy implement is hastily emptied out into
the hearth, and then carefully hidden under the carpet, while
everyone hurries to wash his mouth and mustachios, and by the
perfume of cloves or aromatic herbs give himself an orthodox
smell once more. In short, schoolboys caught out by a severe
under-master at an illicit prank, pious ladies surprised in reading
the last French novel, or teetotallers suddenly discovered with
a half-empty black bottle and tumbler on the table, never look